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Author's Notes: 
| don't know where this is going yet, but I'll throw it up here and see what happens. Obviously a WIP. 


"God damn it! | don't need this right now." David Gilmour slammed his fist down on the table. 


"Fine. Fuck all this, l'm leaving." Roger Waters arose from his chair and stormed out of the room, adding an 
unnecessary "And fuck you" before slamming the door behind him. 


David sighed and stared blankly into space, watching as the cigarette he had been smoking burned down to the 
end and started scorching the filter. What the hell was he thinking? How had it even gotten into his head in the 
first place that things would suddenly be wonderful between them again? One lousy gig, four songs, the world 
hanging on a thread for a tour; it had all seemed so simple backstage that night as the champagne flowed like 
water and everyone else in that room, even Paul McCartney, had treated the band as gods. Bob Geldof had 
done the impossible -- reunited, Pink Floyd had certainly taken the cake. 


But that was all behind them now, David thought wryly as he lit another cigarette, idly blowing smoke across 


the room. Apparently, Roger Waters now wanted nothing more to do with the band. 


This afternoon's meeting had been solely for that purpose. It started out with a mess of negotiations - namely, 
what the fuck to do with the line of promoters lined up from here to the North Pole, checks in hand. 200 
million for America alone. 15 million a pop for the world. Eventually it was decided to shut them all down until 


the band themselves felt ready to make a decision. 


Then came the question that had obviously brought the house down: would one party be interested in working 
with the other on a future recording project; and if so, whose material would be used? Things started out well 
enough, but turned into a shouting match as Roger went into his usual rant, stacking up the worth (well, his 
opinion) of all his solo projects combined versus the number of copies of A Momentary Lapse of Reason that 
he'd seen in trash cans worldwide over the past two decades. 


At this, David had grinned smugly, sniggering. "The only reason you haven't seen any of your records in trash 
bins is people are using them as beverage coasters." 


Roger opened his mouth to say something, then shut it. He then continued to go on an hour long ego trip, 
detailing every single reason why the band should work on his current musings. Somewhere in the midst of 
this, Nick Mason and Rick Wright (who had been sitting platonicly through the whole thing) muttered something 


about a car race and a dinner engagement, respectively, and literally crawled out of the room. 


After what had to be the tenth time in fifteen minutes that Roger made a crack about Gilmour's wife's lyrical 
abilities (and David's lack thereof) the shouting match that had heralded Roger's exit began The last ten 
minutes of the "meeting" consisted of, to put it in a nutshell, the usual array of degrading-the-person-sitting- 


across-from-you bullshit. 


Eventually the shit hit the fan. "The only reason that three-year-long piece of rubbish you called a tour," 
Roger sneered, referring to the A Momentary Lapse of Reason stint, "was successful, was that you were 
somehow allowed to use the name of MY band to describe your horrible group of rag-tag strolling minstrels. 
Powerful, wasn't it? Oh, I'd imagine it was great fun.. the sheep pouring into the stadiums, thinking they were 
seeing something good but being treated to a farce instead." 


"Roger." David warned. 
Ignoring him, Roger continued, ".putting on what you thought a bloody good show, what with all those twirling 
lights and lasers," he laughed sarcastically, "and the fucking fog machines to distract everyone from what a 


horrible job you were all doing, pretending to be me." 


Roger smashed his cigarette into the crystal ashtray on the table between them, pausing for what he thought 
to be effect and staring into David's eyes as he made sure the fag was completely extinguished. 


"But | do commend you for one thing," he said. 


David narrowed his eyes. 
A nasty grin flashed across Roger's face. Uh-oh. 


It must have been a motherfucker trying to put on a show and debating how soon after said show you'd fuck 
that cunt you called a ‘backing vocalist at the same time, night after night, for three years straight." 


"How the fuck did you know that?" 
‘Oh, I've got my sources. Sources that like to play for both sides." 
And there the conversation had ended, resulting in the aforementioned parting of the two men. 


"Fuck," David yelled aloud, getting up from the table himself. "Fucking Jon Carin. Fucking traitor. | need a drink," 
he thought, leaving the massive dining room (all parties had agreed on meeting at Gilmour's country estate) 
and in turn slamming the door behind him as well. The wife and kids were out of town on some "excursion" 
(there had been a lot of those lately, but that was an entirely different story), damned if he wasn't getting 
blasted. 


He shut himself up in his home studio with a six-pack of Heineken and started playing. Whatever he could think 
of, and loud. Usually, it was his favourite way to unwind; to think; to calm down. But for some reason tonight it 


wasn't working. 


After about three hours of running through a good chunk of his band's catalogue (the Heinies were long gone), 
David put down the guitar and sighed, resting his head in his hands for a moment before walking across the 
room to a stack of flight cases. He opened one and pulled out a small green notebook that had been almost 
worn to shreds. Opening it, he flipped a few pages and stared at a particular number. It had been crossed out a 
few times, and more recently , replaced (in red ink, no less) by a new one he'd recieved after a charity 


concert a few years back. 


He knew what he needed. 

But it had been so many years. 

Was it really worth a shot? 

More importantly, was it really what he fucking wanted? 

Shit.. why the hell not, he was drunk anyways.. 

Shaking slightly for no apparent reason, perhaps from anticipation, David picked up the phone. 


